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JULIUS CMSAR.

A C T I.

SCENE, A Street in ROME.
£«/<?r Flavius, MaruUus, and certain Commoners,

Flavius.

ENCE ; home, you idle creatures get you
' home J

Is this a holiday ? what ! know you not

Being mechanical, you ought not walk

Upon a labouring day, without the fign

Of your profeffion ? fpeak, what trade

art thou ?

Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter.
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ?

What doll thou with thy beft apparel on ?

You, Sir, What trade are you ?

Coh. Truly, Sir, in refpedl of a fine workman, I am
but, as you would fay, a cobler.

Mar. But what trade art thou ? anfwer me diredly.
Coh, A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may ufe with a

fafe confcience j which is, indeed, Sir, a mender of bad

foals,

Flav. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave,
what trade ?

Cob. Nay, I befeech you. Sir, be not out with me :

yet if you be out. Sir, I can mend you.
Fla'v. What mean'll thou by that i mend me, thou

faucy fellow ?

Cck. Why, Sir, cobble you.
A 3 f/tfv.
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Flan). Thou art a Cobler, art thou ?

Cob. Truly, Sir, all that I live by is the awl: I med-
dle with no tradefman's matters, nor woman's matters ;

but with-all I am, indeed, Sir, a furgeon to old ihoes ;

when they are in great danger, I recover them. As
proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather have gone
upon my handy-work.

F/a'v. But wherefore art not in thy fhop to-day ?

Why doll thou lead thefe men about the ftieets ?

Cob. Truly, Sir, to wear out their fhoes, to get my-
felf into more work. But, indeed, Sir, we make holiday
to fee C^fary and to rejoice in his triumph.
Mar. Wherefore rejoice !

—- what conquefls brings
he home ?

What tributaries follow him to Rcme^
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ?

You blocks, you ilones, you worfe than fenfelefs things f

O you hard hesr*^ ! you cruel men of Rome!
Knew you not Pcupey ? many a time and oft

Have youclimb'd up to walls and battlements.
To tow'rs and windows, ywa, to chimney tops.
Your infants in your arms ; and there have fat

The live-long day with patient expedation.
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Romt :

And when you faw his chariot but appear.
Have you not made an univerfal fhout, «

That Tiber trembled underneath his banki
To hear the replication of your founds,

Mrde in his concave fliores ?

And do you now put on your beft attire ?

And do you now cull out an holiday ?

And do you now llrew flowers in his way
That comes in triumph over Pompey^ Blood ?

Begone
Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees.

Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague.
That needs mull light on this ingratitude.

Flan;. Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault

Aflemble all the poor men of your fort j

Draw them to Tiber bank, and weep your tear*

Into
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Into the channel, 'till the loweft ftream

Do kifs the moll exalted fhores of all.

*
'

"^

[ Exeunt Comfnoften.

See, whe're their bafeft metal be not mov'd ;

They vanifh tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs.

Go you down that way tow'rds the Capitol,
This way will I ; difrobe the images.
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies;

Mar. May we do fo ?

You know it is the feaft of LupercaL
Flav. It is no matter, let no images

Be hung with Ca:far*s trophies j I'll about.

And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets :

So do you too, where you perceive them thick:

Thefe growing feathers, pluck'd from Ccefar% wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ;

Who elfe would foar above the view of men.
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs.

\_Exeuntfederally.
Enter Caefar, Antony for the Courfe, Calphurnia, Por-

tia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, a Sooth-

foyer.

Ceef Calphurnia.
————

Cafe. Peace, ho ! defar fpeaks,

C(sf. Calphurnia.
' *

Calp. Here, my lord.

def. Stand you direflly in Antonius* way.
When he doth run his Courfe Jnionius,-—-^

Ant. Cafar, my lord.

Caf, Forget not in your fpeed, Antonius^
To touch Calphurnia ; for our Elders fay.
The Barren touched in this holy chafe.

Shake off their fteril curfe.

Ant, I fhall remember.
When Cafzr fays, do this ; it Is perform'd.

Ceef. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.

Sooth, defar.
def Ha ! who calls ?

Cafe. Bid every noife be ftill ; peace yet again.

def Who is it in the prefs, that calls on me;
A 4 I hear
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I hear a tongue, ftiriller than all the mufick,

Cry, Ctefar. Speak ; Ctefar is turn'd to hear.

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Ctef. What man is that ?

Bru. A foothfayer bids you beware the Idds of March.

Caf. Set him before me, let me fee his face.

Caf. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cafar.
Ceef. What fay'fl thou to me now ? fpeak once again.
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Ceef. He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pafs.

\Exeunt Csefar and Traitt.

Manent Brutus and CafTius.

Caf» Will you go fee the order of the courfe ?

Bru. Not I.

Caf. I pray you, do.

Bru. I am not gamefome j I do lack fome part
Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony :

Let me not hinder, CaJJiusy your defires ;

I'll leave you.

Caf. Brutus t I do obferveyou now of late j

I have not from your eyes that gentienefs
And fhew of love, as I was wont to have :

You bear too llubborn and too ftrange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. CaJJius,
Be not deceived : if I have veil'd my look,
I turn the trouble of my countenance

Merely upon myfelf. Vexed I am.
Of late, with pafllons of fome difference.

Conceptions only proper to myfelf i

Which gives fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviour:

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd,

Among which number, Cafjiusy be you one;
Nor conllrue any farther mynegled,
Than that poor Brutus^ with himfelf at war.

Forgets the fhevvs of love to other men.

Caf. Then, Brutus, I have much miftook your pafllon;

By means whereof, thisbreallof mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tell me, good Brutusy can you fee your face }

Bru. No, Caffius ; for the eye fees not itfelf.

But by reflexion from fome other things. Caf
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Caf, ^Tisjuft.

And it is very much lamented, Brutus^

That you have no fuch mirrors, as will tarn

Your hidden worthinefs into your eye.

That you might fee your fhadow. I have heard,

Where many of the bell refpeft in Romej

{Except immortal Ceefar) fpeaking of Brutus,

And groaning underneath this age's yoke.
Have vvifh'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, CaJJtus,

That you would have me feek into myfelf.
For that which is not in me ?

Caf, Therefore, good Brutus, be preparM to hear ;

And lince you know, you cannot fee yourfelf
So well as by reflexion ; I, your glafs.

Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf
That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of.

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus :

Were I a common laugher, or did ufe

To flale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor j if you know,
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard.
And after fcandal them ; or if you know
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

{^Flouri/h andJhout.
Bru. What means this Ihouting ? I do fear, the People

Chufe Ctefar for their King.

Caf. Ay, do you fear it ?

Then muft I think, you would not have it fo.

Bru. I would not, CaJJius ; yet I love him well :

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ?

What is it, that you vi'ould impart to me ?

If it be aught toward the general good.
Set Honour in one eye, and Death i'th'other.

And I will look on Death indifferently :

For let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love

The name of Honour, more than 1 fear Death.

Caf. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as I do know your outward favour.

A 5 Well,
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Well, Honour is the fubjeft of my ftory :—
I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life ; but for my fingle fclf,
I had as lief not be, as live to be
In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.
I was born free as cJ/ar, fo were you j

We Both have fed as well ; and we can Both
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he.

iFor once upon a raw and gufly day.
The troubled Tiiet chafing with his fhores,

Cd?^r fays to me,
**

Dar'il thou, Cajfius^ now
**

Leap in with me into this angry flood,
** And fwim to yonder point ?— Upon the word.
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in.

And bid him follow : fo indeed he did.
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it

With lully finews ; throwing it afide.

And (lemming it with hearts of controverfy.
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,

Ccefar cry'd,
"

Help me, CaJJtuSy or I fink.'*

I, as jEneas, our great ancellor,
Did from the flames of Troy upon his fhoulder

The old Anchifes bear, fo, from the waves of Tiber,
Did I the tired Ceefar : and this man
Is now become a God ; and CaJJius is

A wretched creature, and mull bend his body.
If Ceefar careleily but nod on him.
He had a iewcr when he was in Spain,
And when the fit was on iiim, I did mark
How he did fhake : 'tis true, this God did fhake ;

His coward lips did from their colour fly ;

And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world.
Did lofe its lullre ; I did hear him groan :

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bad the Romans,
Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,
Alas ! it cry'd

" Give me fome drink, Titinius—^

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of fuch a feeble temper lliould

So get the ftart of the majellick World,
And bear the palm alone. [Shut, Tlouri/h^

Bru, Another general ihout .' I d*
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I do believe, that thefe applaufes are ^
For feme new honours that are heap'd on dsfar^^^^

Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world

Like a Colojfus ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about

To find ourfelves di(honourable graves.
Men at fometimes are mailers of" their fates :

The fault, dear Brutus^ is not in our ftars.

But in ourfelves, that we are underlings.
Brutus and Cafar ! what ihould be in that C<efar ?

Why Ihould that name be founded, more than yours ?

Write them together; yours is as fair a name :

Sound them ; it doth become the mouth as well :

Weigh them ; it is as heavy : conjure with 'em ;

Brutus will ftart a fpirit, as foon as Cafar.
Now in the names of all the Gods at once.

Upon what meat doth this our Ceefar feed,

That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fham'd ;

Rome thou haft loft the breed ofnoble bloods.

When went there by an age, fmce the great flood.

But itwasfam'd with more than with one man ?

When could they fay, 'till now, thattalk'dof Rornt^
That her wide walls incompafs'd but one man?
Now is it RomCy indeed ; and room enough.
When there is in it but one only man.
Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers fay.
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd
Th'eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rome,
As eafily as a King.

Bru. That you do 5ove me, I am nothing jealous ;

What you would work me to, I have fome aim ;

How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,
I Ihall recount hereafter : for this prefent,
I would not (fo with love I might intreat you)
Be any further mov'd. What you have faid,
I will confider ; what you have to fay,
I will with patience hear; and find a time
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things.
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon ths

Brutus had rather be a villager.
Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome, Undej?
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Under fuch hard conditions, as this time
Js like to lay upon us.

Caf. I am glad chat my weak words
Have flruck but thus much Ihew of fire from Brutus,

Enter Caefar and his Train
Bru. The Games are done, and Caefar is

returning,
Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the fleeve.

And he will, after his four fafliion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to day.

Bru. I will do fo ; but look you, CaJJius,^-^
The angry fpot doth glow on C^efarh brow.
And allthe reft look like a chidden train.

Calphurnia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero

Looks with fuch ferret, and fuch fiery tyQs,
As we have fecn him in the Capitol,

Being croft in confrence by fome Senators.

Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is.

Cesf. Antonius, *

Ant. Cafar?
Ceef Let me have men about me that are fat.

Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a-nights :

Yond Ca/Jius has a lean and hungry look.

He thinks too much ; fuch men are dangerous.
Ant. Fear him not, Ccsfar, he's not dangerous ;

He is a noble 'Romany and well given.

Ctef Would he were fatter; but I fear him not :

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I ftiould avoid.
So foon as that fpare CaJJius. He reads much ;

He is ^ great obferver ; and he looks

Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no Plays,
As thou doll, Antony ; he hears no mufick :

Seldom he fmiles ; and fmiles in fuch a fort,

As if hemock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit.

That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing.
Such men as he be never at heart's eafe,

Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves;

And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd.

Than what I fear ; for always I am Cafar*
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Come on mv right hand, for this ear is deaf,

An . tell me uaiy, what thou think'ft of him.

[Exeunt Casfar and his Train,

Manent Brutus and Caffias ; Cafca to them.

Cafca. Youpuird me by the cloak ; would you fpeak
with me ?

Bru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chanc'd to-day.
That Cafar looks fo fad.

Cafca. Why, you were with him, were you not ?

Bru. I ftiould not then ask Cafca what had chanc'd.

Cafca. Why, there was a Crown ofFer'd him ; ancf be-

ing ofFer'd him, he put it by with the back of his hand

thus, and then the people fell a ihouring.
Bru. What was the fecond noife for ?

Cafca^ Why, for that too.

Caf They fhouted thrice : what was the lafl cry for ?

Cafca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the Crown ofFer'd him thrice ?

Cafca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice,

every time gentler than other j and at every putting by,
mine honeft neighbours fhouted.

Caf. Who ofFer'd him the Crown ?

Cafca. Why, Antony.
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca.

Cafca. I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner of
it : It was mere foolery, I did not mark it. J faw Mark
Antony ofFer him a Crown ; yet 'twas not a Crown nei-

ther, 'twas one of thefe Coronets; and as I told you,
he put it by once ; but for all that, to my thinking, he
would fain have had it. Then he offer'd it to him

again : then he put it by again ; but to my thinking, he
was very loth to lay his fingers ofF it. And then he of-

fer'd it the third time ; he put it the third time by ; and
ftill as he refus'd it, the rabblement houted, and clapp'd
their chopt hands, and threw up their fweaty night-caps,
and utter'd fuch a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe C^efar
refus'd the Crown, that it had almofl choked Cafar \

for he fwooned, and fell down at it: And for mine own
part, I durfl not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and

receiving the bad air.

Caf,
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Caf. But, foft, I pray you, what, did defar fwoon ?

Cafca. He fell down in the market-place, and foam'd

at mouth, and was fpeechlefs.

Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the felling ficknefs.

Caf. No, Ctejar hath it not ; but you and I,

And honeft Cafcuy we have the felling ficknefs.

Cafca. I know not what you mean by that} but I am
fure, Cftfar fell down; If the tag-rag people did not

clap him, and hifs him, according as he pleas'd and dif-

pleas'd them, as they ufed to do the Players in the Theatre
I am no true man.

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf ?

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per-
ceiv'd the common herd was glad he refus'd the Crown,
he plucktme ope his doublet, and ofFer'dthem his throat

to cut: An' I had been a man of any occupation, if I

would not have taken him at a word, 1 would I might

go to hell among the rogues; and fo he fell. When he

came to himfelf again, he faid,
** \{ he had done, or faid

*'
any thing amifs, hedefired their Worfhips to think it

** was his infirmity." Three or four wenches, where I

ftood, cry'd, Alas, good foul ! and forgave him
with all their hearts: but there's no heed to be taken of

them ; if Cafar had ftabb'd their mothers, they would

have done no lefs.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away ?

Cafca. Ay.
Caf Did Cicero fay any thing ?

Cafca. Ay, he fpoke Greek.

Caf. To what effc6t.

Cafca. Nay, aft' I tell you that, Til ne'er look you
i'th'face again. But thofe, that underftood him, fmil'd

at one another, and (hook their heads ; but for mine own

part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news

too : Marulius and Flavius, for pulling fcarfs off C^far's

Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. There was

more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Caf Will you fup vvith me to-night, Cafca ?

Cafca. No, I am promis'd forth.

Caf Will you diiie with me to morrow?
CafcA,
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Cafca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and

your dinner be worth the earing.

Caf. Good, 1 will expeft you.

Cafca. Do fo : farcwel Both. {Exit,
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be !

He was quick metal, when he went to fchool.

Caf. So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprize.

However he puts on this tardy form :

This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit.

Which gives men llomach to digeft his words,
With better appetite.

Bru. And lo it is : for this time I will leave you.
To-morrow, if you pleafeto fpeak with me,
I will come home to you ; or if you will.

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Caf. I will do io ; 'till then, think of the world.

[£Ar/V Brutus^

Well, Brutust thou art noble ; yet I fee,

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From what it is difpos'd ; therefore 'tis meet.
That noble minds keep ever with their likes :

For who fo firm, that cannot be feducM ?

Cafar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus,

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caf/ius,

He fhould not humour me. -I will this night.
In feveral hands, in at his windows throw.
As if they came from feveral citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion
That Rome holds of his name : Wherein obfcurely

Cafar"^ ambition fhali be glanced at.

And, after this, let C^far feat him fure;

For we will (hake him, or worfe days endure. [Exit,
Thunder and lightning. Enter Cafca, hisfword draiunt

and Cicero meeting him.

Cic. Gcod even, Cafca ; brought you C^efar home ?

Why are youbreathlefs, and why Itare )oa fo 1

Cafca. Are you notmov'd, when nil the fvvay of earth

Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero !

I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding Winds
Haye



i6 Julius Cm s ar.
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have feen

Th'ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam.
To be exalted with the threatning clouds :

But never 'till to night, never 'till now.
Did I go through a tempeft dropping fire.

Either there is a -civil flrife in heav'n ;

Or elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods,
Incenfes them to fend deftrudlion.

Cic. Why faw you any thing more wonderful f

Cafca. A common flave, you know him well by fight.
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn.
Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his hand.
Not fenfibleof fire, remained unfcorch'd.

Befides, (I ha'not fmce put up my fword)

Againll the Capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by.
Without annoying me. And there were drawn

Upon a heap a hundred ghallly women.
Transformed with their fear, who fwore, they faw

Men, all in fire, walk up and down the llreets.

And yefterday, the bird of night <iid fit,

Ev'n at noon-day, upon the market-place,

Houting and ftirieking. When thefe prodigies
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,
*• Thefe are their rcafons, they are natural."

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate, that they point upon.
Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time :

But men may conftrue things after their fafhion.

Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves.

Comes Ccefar to the Capitol to-morrow ?

Cafca. He doth : for he did bid Jntonius

Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.

Ck. Good night then, Cajca, thi« diHurbed sky
Is not to walk in.

Cafca. Farewel, Cicero. [Exii Cicero.

Etifer Caffius«

Caf Who's there ?

Cafca. A Roman.

Caf, Cafca, by your voice.

Cafca*
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Cafca. Your ear is good. £affius.,
what niglit is this ?

Caf. A very pleafing night to honeft men.

Cafca. Who ever knew the heavens menace fo ?

Caf. Thofe that have known the earth fo full of faults^

For my part, 1 have walk'd about th« ilreets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night;
And thus unbraced, Cafca, as you fee,

Have barM my bofom to the thunder- ftone :

And when thecrofs blue lightning feem'd to open
The bread of heaven, I did prefent myfelf
Ev'n in the aim and \txy flafh of it.

Cafca. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the

heavens ?

It is the part of men to fear and trfimble,

When the moft mighty Gods, by tokens, fend

Such dreadful heralds to altonifh us.

Caf. You are dull, Cafca j and thofe fparks of lifc»

That fhould be in a Romany you do want.
Or elfe you ufe not ; you look pale and gaze,
And put on fear, and call yourfelf in wonder.
To fee the ftrange impatience of the heavens:

But if you would confider the true caufe.

Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofts.

Why birds and beafts, from quality and kind.

Why old men, fools, and children calculate ;

Why all thefe things change, from their ordinance.
Their natures and performed faculties

To monflrous quality ; why, you Ihall find.

That heaven has infus'd them with thefe fpirits.
To make them inftruments of fear and warning
Unto fome monftrous ftate.

Now could I, Cafca, name to thee a man
Moft like this dreadful night ;

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roari

As doth the lion in the Capitol ;

A man no mightier than thyfclf or me.
In perlbnal adion ; yet prodigious growa,
And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are.

Cafca. 'Tis defar that you mean; is it not, Cafjlusf
Caf Let it be who it is; for Romam now

Haw
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Have thews and limbs like to their anceftors ;

But, woe the while ! our fathers minds are dead.
And we are governed with our mothers fpirits ;

Our yoke and fufTranee (hew us womanifti.

Cafca. Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow
Mean to eftablifh C^far as a King :

And he fhall wear his Crown by Tea and land.

In every place, fave here in Italy.

Caf I know where I will wear this dagger then.

CaJ/ius from bondage will deliver Caffius.

Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moil ftrong ;

Therein, ye Gods, you'tyrants do defeat :

Norilony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,

Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron.

Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit:
But life being weary of thefe worldy bars,

Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf

If I know this ; know all the world befides,

That part of tyranny, that I do bear,
I can ihake off at pleafure.

Cafca. So can I:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Caf, And why ihould Co-far be a tyrant then ?

Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf.
But that he fees, the Romans are but ftieep ;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire.

Begin it with weak ftraws. What tralh is Rome !

What rubbilh, and what ofFal ! when it fervcs

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Ccefar I But, oh grief f

Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this

Before a willing bondman ; then I know.

My anfwer muft be made. But I amarm'd.
And dangers are to me indifferent.

Cafca. You fpeak to Cafcaj and to fuch a man.
That is no Hearing tell-tale. Hold my hand :

Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs.

And I will fet this foot of mine as far.

As who goes fartheft. ^'^/
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Caf. There's a bargain made.
Now know you, Cafca, I have movM already
Some certain of the nobleft- minded Romans,
To undergo, with me, an enterprize
Of honourable dang'reus confequence ;

And I do know, by this they ftay for me
In Pompefs porch. For now this fearful night.
There is no ftir, or walking in the ilreets;

And the complexion of the Element
Is fev'rous, like the work we have in hand ;

Moll bloody, fiery and mod terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cafca. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hade.

Caf 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gate;
He is a friend. Cinna, where hafte you fo ?

Cin. To find out you: who's that, Metellus Cimher?

Caf. No, it is Cafca, one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna ?

Cin. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this \

There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.

Caf. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me.
Cin. Yes, you are.

O Cafflus ! could you win the noble Brutus
To our party

Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper J

And look you lay it in the Prxtor's chair,
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

In at his window ; fet this up with wax
Upon old Brutus' Statue : all this done.

Repair to
Pompey''s Porch, where you {hall find us.

Is Decius Brutus,^nd Trebonius there ?

Cin. All but Metellus Cimher, and he's gone
To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie.
And fo bellow thefe papers, as you bad me.

Caf, That done, repair to Pompefs Theatre.

\Exit Cinna.

Come, Cafca, you and f will, yet ere day.
See Brutus at his houfe j three parts of him
Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

Cafca,
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Cafca. O, he fits high in all the people's hearts :

And that which would appear >ofFence in us,

His countenance, like richeft alchymy,
Will change to virtue, and to worthinefs.

Ca/. Him, and his worth, and our great need ofhim,
You have right well conceited : let us go.
For it is after midnight; and, ere day.
We will awake him, and be fure of him. ^Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, BrQtus'i Garden.

Enter Brutus.

JBrtf.TTT'HAT, Lucius, ho!

VV i cannot by the progrefsof the ftars

Give guefs how near to day Lucius, I fay I

I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly.

When, £«f/«j, when? awake, Ifay t what, Lucius!

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Call'd you, my lord ?

Bru. Get me a taper in my Study, Lucius:

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc. I will, my lord. \^Exit.

Bru. It muft be by his death: and, for my part,
I know no perfonal caufe to fpum at him ;

But for the general. He would be crown'd———
How that might change his nature, there's the queflion.
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder;
And that craves wary walking : crown him—that—
And then I grant we put a fling in him,
That at his will he may do danger with.

Th' abufe of Greatnefs is, when it disjoins

Remorfe from Power : and, to fpeak truth of Cafar,
I have
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I have not known when his afFedions fway^d
More than his reafon. But 'tis a common proof.
That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder.

Whereto the climber upward turns his face ;

But when he once attains the upmoft round.
He then unto the ladder turns his back.

Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees

By which he did afcend : fo Cafar may :

Then, left he may, prevent. And fmce the quarrel
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is,

Fafhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented.
Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities:

And therefore think him as a ferpent's egg.
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mifchicvousi

And kill him in the fhell.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. The taper burneth in yoor clofet. Sir :

Searching the window for a flint, I found

This paper, thus feal'd up ; and I am fure.

It did not lie there when I went to bed.

\Gi'ves him the Letter,

Bru, Get you to bed again, it is not day :

Is not to-morrow, boy, the Ides of March ?
Luc. I know not, Sir,

Bru, Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.
Luc. I will. Sir. [Exit.
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air.

Give fo much light that I may read by them.

[Opens the Letter, and reads*

Brutus, thouJleep"Jit anjoake^ andfee thyfelf:
Shall Rome- fpeak^ Jlrike^ redrefs.

Brutus, thoujleep'jl ; a-xvake.

Such inlligations have been often dropt.
Where I have took them up :

Shall Rome^^ thus mull I piece it out;
•* Shall Rome ftand under one man's awe ? what ! Rome ?
*' My anceftorsdid from the ftreets of Rome
** The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King.
Speak, Jlr ike, redrefs Am I intreated then
To fpeak, ^nd ftrike ? O Rome ! I make thee promife.

If
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If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus !

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, March is wafted fourteen days.

[knocks nvithh,
Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate j fomeoody knocks.

[^Exit Lucius,
Since CaJJtus firft did whet me againft Cafar,
I have not flept.-

• -

Between the ading of a dreadful thing,
And the firft motion, all the interim is

Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream :

The Genius, and the mortal inftruments

Are then in council ; and the ftate of man.
Like to a little Kingdom, fufFers then

The nature of an infurreftion.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, *tis your brother CaJJius at the door.
Who doth defire to fee you.

Bru. Is he alone ?

Luc. No, Sir, there are more with him.

Bru. Do you know them ?

Luc. No, Sir, their hats are pluckt about their ears.

And half their faces buried in their cloaks ;

That by no means I may difcover them

By any mark or favour.

Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius.

They are the faflion. O Confpiracy !

Sham'ft thou to fhew thy dangerous brow by night.
When evils are moft free I O then, by day
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough.
To mask thy monftrous vifage ? feek none, Confpiracy ;

Hide it in Smiles and Affability ;

For if thou path, thy native femblance on.
Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Enter Caffius, Cafca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus,

and Trcbonius.

Caf. I think, we are too bold upon your reft ;

Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you ?

Bru,
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Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night.

Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? [JJtde*

Caf. Yes, every man of them j and no man here.
But honours you : and every one doth wilh.
You had but that opinion of yourfelf.

Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This is Trehonius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Caf. This, Dedus Brutus.

Bru. He is welcome too,

Caf. This, Ca/ca ; this, Cinnai
And this, Metellus Cimber.

Bru. They arc all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves

Betwixt your eyes and night ?

Caf. Shall I intreat a word ? V^hey nuhifper.
Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not the day break here ?

Cafca. No.
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth ; and yond gray lines.

That fret the clouds, are mefTengers of day.

Cafca. You fhall confefs, that you are both deceived ;

Here, as I point my fword, the Sun arifes.

Which is a great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful feafon of the year.
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North
He firft prefents his fire ; and the high Eaft

Stands as the Capitol, direftly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Caf And let us fwear our refolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : if that the face of men.
The fufFerance of our fouls, the time's abuie,
Jf thefe be motives weak, break off betimes;
And evVy man hence to his idle bed :

So let high-fighted tyranny range on,
'Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefe.
As I am fure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to Heel with valour

The melting fpirits of women, then, countrymen.
What need we any fpur, but our own caufe.
To prick us to redrefs \ what other bond.

Than
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Than fecret Romans t that have fpoke the word.
And will not palter ? and what other oath.
Than honclly to honefty engag'd.
That this (hall be, or we will falJ for it ?

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous.
Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls

That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear
Such creatures as men dbubt ; but do not llain

The even virtue of our enterprize,
Nor th'infuppreffive metal of our fpirits ;

To think, that or our caufe, or our performance.
Did need an oath. When evVy drop of blood.
That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears.
Is guilty of a feveral baftardy.
If he doth break the fmalleft particle
Of any promife that hath pall from him.

Caf. But what of Cicero ? fhajl we found him ?

I think, he will Hand very llrong with us,

Ca/ca. Let us not leave him out.

Cin, No, by no means.

Met. O let us have him, for his iilver hairs

Willpurchafe us a good opinion.
And buy mens voices to commend our deeds :

It Ihall be faid, his judgment rul'd our hands;
Our youths and wildnersfhall no whit appear.
But all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. O, name him not : let us not break with him;
For he will never follow any thing.
That other nr.en begin.

Caf. Then leave him out.

Ca/ca. Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man elfe be touched, but only Cafar?
Caf. Deczus, well urg'd : I think, it is not meet,

Mark Antony, io well belov'd of Cftfar^
Should (^'JX^\\^Cafar : we fhall find of him
A Ihrewd contriver. And you know, his means.
If he improve them, may well jflretch fofar.

As to annoy us all j which to prevent
Let Antony and C^far fall together.

Bru* Our courfe will fecm too bloody, Ctf/<^j CaOtus :

To
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To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ;

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards :

For Antony is but a limb of Cafar.
Let us be facrificers, but not butchers, Caius :

We all Hand up againft the fpirit of Cafar,
And in the fpirit of man there is no blood :

O, that we then could come by Cafar's fpirit.
And not difmember Ceefar ! but alas !

Cafar mufl bleed for it And, gentle friends.
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ;

Let's carve him as a dilh fit for the Gods,
Not hew him as a carcafe fit for hounds.
And let our hearts, as fubtle matters do.
Stir up their fervants to an adt of rage,
And after feem to chide them. This fhall make
Our purpofe neceflTary, and not envious :

Which fo appearing to the common eyes.
We (hall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ;

For he can do no more than Cafar\ arm.
When Ctefars head is off.

Caf. Yet I do fear him;
For in th'ingrafted love he bears to Ciefaf-

Bru, Alas, good CaJJtus, do not think of him :

If he love Cafar^ all that he can do
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Ceefar :

And that were much, he fhould ; for he is giv'n
To fporis, to wildnefs, and much company.

Trelf. There is no fear in him ; let him not die;
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

IC/ociJirihj,
Bru. Peace, count the clock.

Caf. The clock hath ftricken three,
Ifreh. 'Tis time to part.

Caf. But it is doubtful yet.
If Caefar will come forth to-day or no :

For he is fuperllitious grown of late,

(Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of

fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies :)

It may be, thefe apparent prod i g ies,

B The
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The unaccuftom'd terror of this night.
And the perfuafion of his augurers.

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.
Dec. Never fear that ; if he be fo refolv'd,

I can oVr-fway him ; for he loves to hear.
That unicorns may be betray 'd with trees.

And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes.
Lions with toil?, and men with flatterers.

But when I tell him, he hates flatterers.

He fays, he does ; being then moll flattered.

Leave me to work :

For I can give his humour the true bent ;

And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft?

Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.

Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Ctefar hard.
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ;

I wonder, none ofyou have thought ofhim.

Bru. Now, good MeteiluSy go along to him :

He loves me well : and 1 have given him reafons ;

Send him but hither, and I'll fafliion him.

Caf. The morning comes upon's ; we'll leave you,
Brutus ;

And, friends, difperfe yourfelves ; but all remember
What you have faid, and /hew yourfelvestruei^o/oAWj.

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily i

Let not our looks put on our purpofes ;

But bear it, as o\ix Roman z6iots do.

With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy:
And fo, good morrow to you every one. [^Exeunt.

Manet Brutus.

Boy! Lucius! faftafleep? it is no matter.

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew ofSlumber :

Thou haft no figures nor no fantafies.

Which bufy care draws in the brains ofmen j

Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found.

Ent£r Porcia.

For. Brutus, my lord !

Bru Porcia, what mean you ? wherefore rife you now ?

Id
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It is not for your health thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

Par. Nor for yours neither. You've ungemly, ^rw/w/.
Stole from my bed : and yefternight at fupper.
You fuddenly arofe and walk'd about,

Mufuigand fighing, with your arms a-crofs :

And, when I ask'd you what the matter was.
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks.

I urg'd you further ; then you fcratch'd your head.
And too impatiently flamp'd with your foot :

Yet I inliiled, yetyou anfwer'd not;

But with an angry wafture of your hand.
Gave fign for me to leave you ; fo I did.

Fearing to flrengthen that impatience.
Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal.

Hoping it was but an efFedof humour j

Which fometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep ;

And could it work fo much upon your fhape.
As it hath much prevailed on your condition,

I fhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord.

Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief.

Bru. lam not well in health, and that is all.

Par. Brutus is wife, and were he not in health.

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, fo I do ; good Porciay go to bed.

Par. Is Brutus Hck} and is it phyfical
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours

Of the dank morning ? what, is Brutus fick ?

And will he Ileal out of his vvholfom bed.

To dare the vile contagion of the night ?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurgedair.
To add unto his ficknefs ? no, my Brutus^

You have fome fick offence within your mind,

Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place,

I ought to know of: and, upon my knees,

I charm you, by my once-commended beauty.

By all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half,^
B 2 Why
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Why you are heavy : and what men to-night
Have had refort to you : for here have been

Sornc fix or feven, who did hide their faces ;

JEven from darknefs.

Bru. Kneel not, goxiilt Porcia.

For. I fhoald not need, if you were gentle Brutus t

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Js it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets

That appertain to you ? am 1 yourfelf.

But, as it were, in fort or limitation?

To keep with you at meals, confort your bed.

And talk to you fometimes ? dwell I but in the fuburbs

Of yourguod pleafare ? if it be no more,
J*orcia is Brutus' harlot, not his Wife ;

Bru. You are my true and honourable Wifej
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That vifit my fad heart.

Par. li this were true, then fhould 1 know this fecrct.

I grant, I am a Woman; but withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to Wife :

I grant, 1 am a Woman; but withal,

A Woman well reputed ; Cato% daughter.
Think you, I am no flronger than my fex.

Being fo fatherM, and fo hulbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them :

I have made ftrong proof of niyconftancy,

Giving myfelf a voluntary wound.

Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience.
And not my hufband's fecrets?

Bru. O ye Gods !

Render me worthy of this noble Wife. \Knoch
Hark, hark, one knocks: Pom<2, go inawhilci
And, by and by, thy bofom fhall partake
The fecrets ofmy heart.

All my engagements I willconftrue to thee.
All the charadlery ofmy fad brows.

iLeave me with hafle. \Exit Porcia.'

Enter Lucius fl«<f Ligarlus.

t>ucius . Who's there that knocks ?

Luc, Here is a iick man, that would fpeak with you.
Br*\
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Bru. Caius Ligarius» that Metellus fpake of.

Boy, Hand afide. Caius Ligarius! how?
Cai. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
Bru. O, what a time have you chofe out, brave Caius,-

To wear a kerchief? would you were not fick I

Cat. I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius^

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it.

Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before,

I here difcard my ficknefp. Soul of Rome !

Brave fon, deriv'd from honourable loins .'

Thou, like an Exorcift, hall: conjur'd up

My mortified fpirit.
Now bid me run.

And I will ftrive with things impoffible r

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men whole,'

Cai. But are notfome whole, that we muft make fick I

Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius,

I {hall unfold, to thee, as we are going.

To whom it muft be done.

Cai. Set on your foot.

And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you.

To do I know not what : but it fufficetii

That Brutus leads mc on.

Bru. Follow me then.
[ Exeunil

SCENE changes to Casfar'j Palace.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Caefar.

def. Nor heav'n, nor earth, have beea at peace to-

night.

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry'd ou%
**

Help, ho ; they murder C^far?' Who's within^

Enter a Servant.

Ser. My lord ?

Caf. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrificc.

And bring me their opinions of fucccfs.

Ser, I will, my lord. [Exit.
B 3 Enier
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Enter Calpharnia.

Cal. What mean you, Cafar? think you to walk
forth ?

You (hall not ftir out of your houfe to-day.

Ceef. C<far fhall forth ; the things that threaten'd me
Ne'er look'd but on my back : When they (hall fee

The face of C^far, they arc vanifhed.

Cal. Cafavy I never Hood on ceremonies.

Yet now they fright me : There is one within,

(Befides the things that we have heard and feen)

Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch.
A lionefs hath whelped in the ilreets.

And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ;

Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks and fquadrons, and right form of war.
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol;
The noifc of battle hurtled in the air j

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan j

And ghofts did fhriek, and fqueal about the ilreets,

O C^far ! thefe things are beyond all ufe.

And I do fear them.

C^f. What can be avoided,

Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ?

Yet Cafar ihall go forth ; For thefe predidioas
Are to the world in general, as to Cafar*

Cal. When beggers die, there arc no comets feen ;

The heav'ns themfelves b!aze forth the death of Princei.

Caf. Cowards die many times before their deaths ;

The valiant never tafte ofdeath but once ;

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard.

It feems to me moft ftrange, that men fhould fear :

Seeing that death, a neceifary end.

Will come, when it will come.

Enter a Servant.

What fay the Augufs ?

Ser. They would not have you to ftir forth today;

Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth.

They could not find a heart within the beaft.

\^Exit Servant

Co/. The Gods do this in ftiame of cowardife :

C<r/a
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Caftir jfhould be a beaft without a heart, *^

If he fhould itay at home to day for fear.

No, Ceefar Ihall not ; Danger knows full well.

That Caefar is more dangerous than he.

We were two lions litter'd in one day,
And I the elder and more terrible \

And Ceefar fhall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord,

Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence :

Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear.

That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.
We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houfe,
And he will fay, you are not well to-day :

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

C<xJ. Mark Antony ftiall fay, I am not well ;

And for thy humour I will ftay at home.
Enter Decius.

Here*8 Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo.

Dec. Ctefary all hail! good morrow, worthy C^ri
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe.

Ccef. And you arc come in very happy time.
To bear my greeting to the Senators,
-led cell tiiem that 1 will not come to-day :

Cannot, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer :

I will not come to-day j tell them (o, Decius,

Cal. Say he is fick.

Caf. Shall C<tfar fend a lye ?

Have I in conquefl ftretch'd mine arm fo far,

To be afraid to tell Gray-beards the truth ?

Decius, go tell them, Cafar will not come.
Dec. Mod mighty Cafar, let me kno\VJome caufc.

Left I be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo.

Caf. The caufe is in my will, I will not come j

That is enough tofatisfy the Senate,
But for your private fatisfadion,
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my Wife, ftays me at hpme :

She dreamt laft night, flic faw my Statue,
Which, like a fountain, with an Imndred fpouts^
Did run pure blood j and many lufty Romans

B 4 Came
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Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it.

Thefc fhe applies for warnings and portents.
And evils imminent ; and on her knee
Hath begg'd, that I will Hay at home to-day.

Dec, Ihis Dream is allamifs interpreted ;

It was a Vifion fair and fortunate :

Your Statue, fpouting blood in many pipes.
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd, .

Signifies, that from You great Rome fhall fuck

.Reviving blood j and that Great Men {hall prefs
For tindures, ftains, relicks, and cognifancc.
This by Calphurniti^ Dream is fignify'd.

Caf. And this way have you well expounded it:

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay ;

And know it now, the Senate have concluded
To give this day a Crown to mighty Ct&far,
If you (liall fend them word you will not come,
TJbeir minds may change. Befides, it were a mock

Apt to berender'd, forTome one to fay,
** Break up the Senate 'till another time,
«• When C^/«r*s Wife (hall meet with better Dreams;

liCa/ar hide himfelf, (hall they not whifpcr,
*'

Lo, Cafar is afraid !

Pardon me, Cafar \ for my dear, dear love

To your proceeding bid* mc tell you this :

And reafon to my love is liable.

C^f. How foolilhdo your fears fcem now, Calphurniat
I am afhamed, I did yield to them.

Give me my Robe, for I will go :

Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius,

Cinna and Publius.

And look where Publius is come to fetch mc.
Pub. Good morrow, Cafar.
Caf Welcome, Publius.

What, Brutus^ are you ftirrM fo early too !

Good morrow, Cafca : Cuius Ligariusy

Cafar was ne'er fo much your enemy.
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean.

What is't o'clock ?

Bru. Cafari 'tij Ibucken eight.

Caf,
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Caf, I thank you for your pains and courtefy.

Enfer Antony.
See, Antony, that revels long o'nights.
Is nt>twithftanding up. Good morrow, Antony*

Ant. So to moll noble C^far.

Ceef. Bid them prepare within : *.

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna ; now, Metellus ; what, Trehoniusf

I have an hour's talk in ftore for you.
Remember, that you call on me to-day ;

Be near me, that I may remember you.
Treb. Ccefar, I will;—and fo near vvilll be, [Afide.

That your beft friends Ihall wifti I had been further.

Caf. Good friends, go in, and tafte fome wine witH

me.
And vi^e,

like friends, will ftraightway go together.
Bru* That every like is not the fame, O Cafar,

IAfide:
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon f [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Street near the Capitol,

Enter Artemidorus, reading a Paper.

CJESAR, leivare o/^Brutus ; take Jieed of Cafllus ;

come not near Cafca ; ha've an eye to Cinna ; truft not

Trebonius; mark ^mell yit\.^\\x% Cimber; Decius Brutus

loves thee not ', thou /'^y? oyro^^V Caius Ligarius. There

is but one mind in all thefe men^ and it is bent againji
Cjefar. If thou beejl not immortal, look about thee: fecu'

rity gives nvay to con/piracy. The mighty Gods defend thee f

Thy Lover Arfemidoruj.
Here will I ftand, 'till Co'far pafs along,
And as a fuitor will I give him this :

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth ofemulation.
If thou read this, QCajar, thou may 'ft live;
If not, the fates with I raitors do contrive, [Exit.

Enter Porcia and Lucius.

P<?r. I pry'thw, Boy, run to the Senate-houfej
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Stay rot to anfwer me, but get thee gone:
Why doft thou ftay ?

Luc. To know my errand, Madam.
Par. I would have had thee there, and here again.

Ere I can tell thee what thou lliould'ft do there

conftancy, be ilrong upon my fide.

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ;

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might :

How hard it is for women to keep counfcl !

Art thou here yet?
Luc. Madam, what (hould I do I

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe ?

And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well.

For he went fickly forth ; and take good note.

What Citfar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.

Hark, Boy ! what noife is that?

Luc. I hear none. Madam.
Por. Pry'thee, Men well:

I heard a bulling rumour like a fray.

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artcmidorus.

Por. Come hither, fellow, which way hail thou been ?

Art. At mine own houfe, good Lady.
Por. What is't o*clock ?

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady.
Por. Is Cdefar yet gone to the Capitol ?

Art. Madam, not yet; I go to take my (land.

To fee him p:irs on to the Capitol.
Por. Thou haft fome fuit to Ca/ar, haft thou not ?

Art. That I have. Lady, if it will pleafe Cafar
To be fo good to Cafar y as to hear me :

I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelf.

Por. Why, know'ft thou any harm intended tow'rds

him ?

Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear ;

Good morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow :

The throng, that follows C<ejar at the heels.

Of Senators, of Prators, common Suitors,

Will
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Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death :

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Cafar as he comes along. \Exit,
For. I muft go in— aye me ! how weak a thing

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! Brutus !

The Heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize !

Sure, the Boy heard me; -Brutus hath a Suit,

That Cafar will not grant O, I grow faint:

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord;

Say, I am merry ; come to me again.
And bring mc word what hedothTay to thee.

[Exeuttt fe<veraliy\

ACT III.

SCENE, the Street before the Capitol;
and the Capitol open.

flourijh. Enter Caefar, Brutus, Caflius, Cafca, Deciu5,

Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Ar-

temidorus, Popilius, Publius, and the Soothfayer,

Ccef. 'nr^H E Ides of March are come.

X Sooth. Ay, Ca/ar, but not gone.
Art. Hail, Ceefar: read this fchedule.

Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o'er read.

At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.

Art. O Cafar, read minefirll; for mine's a fuit.

That touches defar nearer. Read it. great Ceefar
C^f. What touches us ourfelf, fliall be lall lerv'da

Art. Delay not, Ctsfar, read it inllantly.

C<^f. What, is the fellow mad ?

Pub. Sirrah, give place.

Caf. What, urge you your petitions in theHrcet I

Come to the
Caj^itoL.
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pop. I wifh your enterprize to-day may thrive.

Caf. Whatencerprize, Popilius?

Pop. Fare you well.

Bru. What faid Popilius Lena?

Caf. He wifh'd, to-day our enterprize might thrive:
I fear, our purpofc is difcovered.

Bru. Look, how he makes to C^/ar : mark him.

Caf. Ca/ca, be fudden, for we fear prevention.
Brutusj what {hall be done, if this be known f

CaJ/ius, or C^e/ar, never fliall turn back ;

For I will flay myfelf.
Bru. Caffiui, be conflant :

Popilius Lena fpeaks not of our purpofe ;

For, look, hefmiles, and C^^r doth not change.
Caf. Jrehonius knows his time ; for, look you, Brutus^

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimher? let him go,

And prefently prefer his fuit to Ceefar,
Bru. He is addreft ; prefs near and fecond him.
Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rears your hand.

Caf Are we all ready ? what is now amifs.

That Cafar and his Senate rauft redrefs ?

Met. Moft high, moll mighty, and mofl puiffant

Cafart
Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat {Kneeling.
An humble heart.

Ctvf. I mull prevent thee, C//«3^r;

Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtelles

Alight lire the blood of ordinary men.
And turn pre-ordinance and firll decree

Into the lane of children. Be not fond,

To think that Cesfar bears fuch rebel blood.

That will be thaw'd from the true quality
With That which mclteth fools ; I mean, fweet words ;

Low crooked curtfies, and bafe ipaniel fawning.

Thy brother by decree is banifhed ;

If thou doll bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Know, Cafar doth not wrong, nor without caufe

Will he be fatisfied.

Met.
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Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own.

To found more fweetly in great C^fars ear,

For the repealing of my banilh'd Brother ?

Bru. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar s

Deiiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

C^f. What, Brutus!

Caf. Pardon, Cafar ; C<rfar, pardon ;

As low as to thy foot doth CaJJtus fall,

Tobegenfranchiferaent for Publius Cimber.

Caf. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you ;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me :

But I am conftant as the Northern Star,

Ofwhofe true fixt, and refting quality.
There is no fellow in the firmament :

The fkies are painted with unnumberM fparks.

They are all fire, and every one doth fhine ;

But there's but one in all doth hold his place.

So, in the world, 'tis furnifh'd well with men.
And men are flcfli and blood, and apprehenfivc i

Yet in the number, I do know but one

That unaffailable holds on his rank,
Unfliak'd of motion : and that I am he.
Let me a little fhew it, even in this ;

That I was conftant Cimber ftiould be banifh'd.
And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Cim. O Cafar ——
Caf. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus?
Dec. Great Cafar - »

Caf. Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ?

Cafca. Speak hands for me. [They fiab Cdt^zr.

Caf Et tu. Brute ? then fall Cafar f [Dies^
Cin. Liberty I freedom I Tyranny is dead

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets——

Caf Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out.

Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement.

Bru. People, and Senators ! be not affrighted ;

Ply not, ftand ftill. Ambition's debt is paid. ^

Caf Go to the Pulpit, Brutus.

Dec. And Cafjius too.

Bru. W\iQT^''s Publius?

Cin, Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. Met.
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ik&/. Stand fafl together, left fome friends of C^/ar\

Should chance

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Pubiiusy good cheer ;

There is no harm intended to your Perfon,
Nor to no Roman eKe; fo tell them, Publius.

Caf. And leave us, Publius, left that the People,
Rulhing on us, (hould do your age fome mifchief.

Bru. Do fo ; and let no man abide this deed.
But we the doers.

Enter Trebonius.

Caf. Where is Antony ?

Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz'd.

Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry out, and run.
As it were Doom's-day.

Bru. Fates I we will know your plcafurcs ;

That we fhall die, we know ; 'tis but the time.
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon.

Caf. Why, he that cuts ciF twenty years of life.

Cuts off fo many years offearing death.

Bru. Grant That, and then is death a benefit.

So are we Cxfars friends, that havcabridg'd
His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, ftoop ;

And let us bathe our hands in drfar*^ blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords.
Then walk we forth ev'n to the Market-place,
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads,

Let^sall cry, peace! freedom! and liberty!

Caf. Stoop then, and wafh—how many ages hence

{Dipping their fivords in CaefarV bloott.

Shall this our lofty Scene be adled o'er.

In States unborn, and accents yet unknown?
Bru. How many times fhall Cafar bleed in fport>

That now on Pompeys Bafis lies along.
No worthier than the dull?

Caf So oft as that fhall be

So often fhall the knot of us becall'd

The men that gave their Country Liberty.
Dec. What, fhall we forth ?

Caf Ay, every man away.
Brutus fliall lead, and we will grace his heels

With the moft boldeft, and btft hearts of jRazs/*

Entir
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Enter a Servant.

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A Friend of Jntonfi.
Ser. Thus, Brutust did my Mafter bid me kneel ;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; [kneeling.

And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.

Brutus is noble, wife, valiant, and honeft ;

Cafar was mighty, royal, bold and loving :

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ;

Say, I fear'd C^e/ar, honourM him, and lov'd him.

If Brutus will vouchfafe that Antony

May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd

How Cafar hath deferv'd to lie in death :

Mark Antony fhall not love defar dead.

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,

Thorough the hazards of this untrod ftate.

With all true faith. So fays my Mafter Antony.
Bru Thy Mafter is a wife and valiant Roman ;

I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place.
He fhall be fatisfied ; and, by my honour.

Depart untouched.

hern}. I'll fetch him prefently. {Exit Ser<vanf,

Bru. I know, that we fhall have him well to friend.

Caf. I wifh, we may : but yet have I a mind.
That fears him much j and my mifgiving ftill

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.
Enter Antony.

Bru. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark Antony,
Ant. O mighty Cafar ! doft thou lie fo low ?

Are all thy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoila,

Shrunk to this little meafure ? fare thee well.

I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend.

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank j

If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit

As Cisfart death's hour ; nor no inftrumcnt

Of half that worth as thofe your fwords, made rich

With the moft noble blood of all this world.
I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard.
Now whilft your purpled hands do reek and fmoke.
Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand ycarsy .

'
.

-

1 ihali not find myfelf fo apt to die ;

'

N»
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No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death.
As here by Cafar^ and by you cut off,

The choice and mafter-fpirits of this age.
Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us ;

Though now we rauft appear bloody and cruel.

As, by our hands, and this our prefent aft,

You fee, we do ; yet fee you but our hands.
And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done :

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful ;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome

(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity ;)

Hath done this deed on Car/ar : For your part,
To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony}
Our arms exempt from malice, and our hearts

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence;

Caf. Your voice fhall be as llrong as any man's

In the difpofing of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient, 'till we have appeas'd
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear ;

And then we will deliver you the caufe.

Why I, that did love Cafar when I Ilrook him.
Proceeded thus.

Ant. I doubt notof your wifdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand ;

Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you ;

Next, Caius CaJJiusy do I take your hand ;

Now, Decius BruttiSy yours ; now yours, Metellus ;

Yours, Cinna ; and my valiant Ca/cay yours ;

Though laft, not Icaft in love, yours, good Trebonius,

Gentlemen all alas! whatlhail 1 fay?

My credit now Hands on fuch flippeSc ground.
That one of two bad ways you mull pnceit me.
Either a Coward or a Flatterer.

That I did love thee, Cafar, oh, 'tis true :

If then thy Spirit look upon us now.
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death.
To fee thy Antony making his peace.

Shaking the bioody fingers of thy foes,

Moft Noble \ in the prefence of thy corfe ?
,j.

Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds, jB
Weeping as faft as they ttream forth thy blood, Xt

"
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It would become me better, than to clofe

In terms of friendlhip with thine enemies
^

Pardon me, J«/i«.~here waft thou bay'd, brave hart .

Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and crimfon'd m thy death.

O world ! thou waft the foreft to this hart.

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.

How like a deer, ftricken by many Prmces,

Doft thou here lie ?

Caf. Mark Antony
•

Attt. Pardon me. Cairn CaJJtus t

The enemies of Cafar fhall fay this ;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

Caf. I blame you not for praifing Gafar lo.

But what compad mean you to have witii us?

Will you be prickM in number of our friends.

Or ihall we on, and not depend on you? . , 4
Ant. Therefore I took your hands j but was, mdeed^

SwayM from the point, by looking down on Cafar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all ;

Upon this hope, that you fhall give me reafons.

Why, and wherein C^efar was dangerous.

Bru. Or elfe this were a favage fpeftacle.

Our reafons arc fo full of good regard.

That were you, Antony^ the fon ^iCafar^
You fhould be fatisfied.

Ant. That's all I feek ;

And am moreover fuitcr, that I may
Produce his body to the Market-place,
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend.

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru. You (hall, Mark Antony.

Caf. Brutus t
a word with you.*———•

You know not what you do ; do notconfent, [^Aftdi*

That Antony fpcak in his funeral:

Know you, how much the People may be mov'd

By that which he will utter ?

Bru. By your pardon,
I will myfelf into the Pulpit firft,

And fhew the reafon of our Cafar\ death.
What Antony ihall fpcak, I will proteft.
H« fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion ; An 1
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And that we are contented, Cafar fhall

Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies :

It (hall advantage more, than do us wrong,
Caf, I know not what may fall, I like it not,'

Bru. Mark Antony ^ here take you Cafar\ body:
You fhall not in your funeral-fpeech blame us.
But fpeak all good you can devifc oiCa/anAnd fay youdo't by our perraiflion:
Elfe fhall you not have any hand an all

About his funeral. And you ihlW fpeak
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going,
After my fpeech is ended.

Ant. Beit fo;
I do defire no more.

JSru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

[Exeunt Con/pirotors. Manet Antony.
Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth I

That I am meek and gentle with thefe butchers.
Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man,
That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand, that fhed this coftly blood !

Over thy wounds now do I prophefy,
(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips.

To beg the voice and utterance ofmy tongue)
A curie fhall light upon the limbs of men j

Domeflick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,

Shall cumber all the parts oi Italy ;

Blood and deilrudion fhall be fo in ufe.

And dreadful objefts fo familiar.

That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold

Their infants quartered by the hands of war.
All pity chok'd with cuftom of fell deeds ;

And Ceefar% Spirit, ranging for revenge.
With Ate by his fide come hot from Hell,

Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch's voice,

Cry Havock, and let flip the Dogs of war ;

That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter 0£t3i\ias''/
Ser'vant.

You ferve OBa'vius Ca;lar, 4|fe;you not ?

Ser» I do, Mark Antony,^ ^^
.Ant^
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Ant, Cafar did write for him to come to Kome.

Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming ;

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth
O Cafar f [Seeing tht body.

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep j

Paflion I fee is catching ; for mine eyes,

Seeing thofe beads of forrow ftand in thine.

Began to water. Is thy Mailer coming ?

Ser. He lies to-night within feven leagues of Rome.
Ant. Poll back with fpeed, and tell him what hath

chanc'd.

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous R$me,
No Rome of fafety for Ocla'vius yet >

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet flay a while ;

Thou (halt not back, 'till I have borne this corfe

Into the Market-place ; there Ihall I try,
In my Oration, how the People take
The cruel iflue of thefe bloody men ;

According to the which, thou (halt difcourfc
To young OSiavius of the ftate of things.
Lend me your hand. [^Exeunt with C«far*j Body,

SCENE changes to the Forum,

Enter Brotus, and mounts the Rollra ; Caflius fwith the

Plebeians.

Pleb. We will be fatisfied; let us be fatisfied.

Bru. Then follow mc, and give me audience, friends,

CaJ/ius, go you into the other llreet.
And part the numbers :

Thofe that will hear me fpeak, let 'cm flay here;
Thofe, that will follow CaJJiuSy go with him ;

And publick reafons Ihall be rendered
Of Ce£far\ death.

1 Rleb. I will hear Brutus fpeak.
2 Bleh, I will hear Caffi'us, and compare their reafons,

When fev'rally we hear them rendered.

[Exit Caffius, njoith fame of the Plebeians,'

3 'Pleh, The noble Brutus is afcendcd : filence !

Bru, Be patient 'till the lall.

Romansi
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Romans. Countrymen, and Lovers ! hear me for my

caufe ; and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me
for mine honour, and have refpeft to mine honour, that

you may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom, and
awake your fenfea that you may the better judge. If

there be any in this aflembly, any dear friend of Ca-
far^s, to him I fay, that Brutus'i love to Cafar was no
lefs than his. If then that frieiid demand, why Brutus
Tofe againll Cafar, this is my anfwer : Not that I lov'd

Cafar lefs, but that I lovM Rome more. Had you rather

Cafar were living, and die all flaves j than that

Cfsfar were dead, to live all free men ? As Cafar lov'd

me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at

it ; as he was valiant, I honour him ; but as he was am-

bitious, I flew him. There are tears for his love, joy
for his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for his

ambition. Who's here fo bafe, that would be a bond-

man ? if any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who
is here fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? if any,

fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who is here fo vile,

that will not love his Country ? if any, fpeak ; for him
have I offended. 1 paufe for a Reply

Jill. None, Brutusy none.

Bru. Then none have I offended. 1 have done no
more to C^rfar, than you fhall do to Brutus. The que-
ftion of hb death is inroU'd in the Capitol, his glory
not extenuated, wherein he was vyorthy ; nor his offen-

ces enforced, for which he fuffered death.

Enter Mark Antony cwith Caefar'j hody.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony, who

though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the

benefit of his dying, a place in the Commonwealth j as

which of you fhall not ? With this I depart, that as I

Hew my bell lover for the good of Rome ; I have the

fame dagger for myfelf, when it fhall pleafe my Country
to need my death.

jill. Live, Brutus, live ! live !

I Pleh. Bring him with triumph home unto his houfc.

2. Pleb. Give him a ftatue with his Anceilors,

3 Pleb. Let him be Cafar.
4 Pleb. Cafar s better Parts

Shall be crown'd in Brutus, « ^^'^'
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1 ?leh. We'll bring him to his houfe

With (houts and -clamours.

Bru. My Countrymen
2 Pleb. Peace I filence ! Brutus fpeaks.

I Pleb. Peace, ho!

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone.

And, for my fake, flay here with Antony ;

Do grace to C^fars corps, and grace his fpeech

Tending to Ca^/ars Glories ; which Mark Antony

By our permiiTion is allow'd to make.

I do intreat you, not a man depart.

Save I alone, 'till Antony have fpoke, \_Exiti
I Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.

3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick Chair,

We'll hear him : noble Antony, go up.

Ant. For Brutus^ fake, I am beholden to yoB.

4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus ?

3 P/eb. He fays, for Brutus' fake

He finds himfelf beholden to us all.

4 Pleb. 'Twerebell he fpeak no harm ofBrutus hcrcJ

1 P/eb. TWs C^/ar was a Tyrant.

3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain ;

We are bleft, that Rome is rid of him.

2 Pleb. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can fay.
Ant. You gentle Romans -

All. Peace, ho, let us hear him.
[earsj

Ant. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your
I come to bury Cafaty not to praife him.
The Evil that men do, lives after them ;

The Good is oft interred with their bones ;

So let it be with Cajar ! noble Brutus
Hath told you Cesfar was ambitious ^

If it were fo, it was a grievous fault ;

And grievoufly hath Cafar anfwer'd ft.

Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,

(For Brutus is an honourable man.
So are they all, all honourable men)
Come I to fpeak in Ca/ars funeral :

He was my friend, faithful and juft to xnc ;

But Brutus fays he was ambitious ;

And Brutes is an honourable man.

H«
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He hath brought many Captives home to Rom,
Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill ;

Did this in Ca/ar feem ambitious ?

When that the Poor have cry'd, Ca/ar hath wept :

Ambition fhould be made of Ilerncr ItufF.

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious j

And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did fee, that on the Luptrca/,
I thrice prefented him a kingly Crown ;

"Which he did thrice refuCe. Was this ambition ?

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious.
And, lure, he is an honourable man.
I fpeak not to difpfove what Brutus fpoke.
But here I am to fpeak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without caufe :

What caufe withholds, you then to mourn for him ?

O judgment ! thou art fled to brutifli beails.

And men have loft their reafon— bear with me.

My heart is in the coffin there with Ca/ar,
And T muft paufe 'till it come back to me.

I PUh. Methinks, there is much reafon in his faying?.
If thou confider rightly of the matter,

Ca/ar has had great wrong.

3 P/eh. Has he, Maflers ? I fear, there will a worfe

come in his place.

4 P/el>. Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take the

Crown ;

Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.

1 Pkh. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it.

2 P/eh. Poor foul ! his eyes are red as fire with

weeping.

3 Pleh. There's not a nobler man in Rome than Antony,

4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak.
Ant. But yefterday the word of Ca/ar might

Have flood againft the world ; now lies he there.

And none fo poor to do him reverence.

mafters ! if I were difpos'd to flir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,
1 fhould do Brutus wrong, and Ca/Jius wrong ;

Who you all know, arc honourable men.

I will not do them wrong : I rather thoofe
To



Julius C^sar. 47
To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf and you ;

Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.

But here's a parchment, with the feal of Cafar,
I found it in his clofet, 'tis his Will :

Let but the Commons hear this Teilament,

(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)

And ihcy would go and kifs dead Ceejar^ wounds.
And dip their napkins in his facred blood ;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And dying, mention it within their Wills,

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
Unto their ilTue.

4 Pkh, We'll hear the Will ; read it, Mark Antony.
Jll The Will, the Will j we will hear Ccejar\ Will.

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not read it ;

It is not meet you know how Cafar lovM you.
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men :

And, being men, hearing the Will of C^far^
It will inflame you, it will make you mad.
'Tis good you know not, that you are his heirs ;

For if you fliould O what would come of it?

4 Pleb. Read the Will, we will hear it, Antony :

You ftiall read us the Will, Ca/ar's Will.

Ant. Will you be patient? will you flay a while ?

(I have over-fhot myfelf, to tell you of it.)

I fear, I wrong the honourable men,
Whofe daggers have flabb'd C^far. 1 do fear it.

4 P/e6. They were traitors——honourable men !

AJJ. The Will ! the Teftament f

2 P/el>. They were villains, murderers ; the Will !

read the Will I

Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will.

Then make a ring about the corps of Ceefart
And let him (hew you him, that made the Will.

Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave ?

All. Come down.
2 Pith. Defcend. \He comes do<ivn from the Pulpit,

3 Pleb. You fhall have leave.

4 Pleb. A ring; Hand round.

1 Pleb. Stand from the hearfe, fland from the body.
2 Pleb, Room for Antony

—moH noble Antony.
Ant.
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Ant. Nay, prefs not fo upon me, fland far off.

AIL Stand back——room bear back
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ihed them now.

You all do know this mantle j I remember.
The firft time ever Cafar put it on.

"*Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent.

That day he overcame the Ner'vii

Look! in this place, ran C^a/ dagger through ;
—

See, what a rent the envious Cafca made. ' »

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus llabb'd >

And as he pluck'd his curfed Heel away,
Mark, how the blood of Cafar foliow'd it"!

As rufhing out ofdoors, to be refolv'd,

If Brutus (o unkindly knock'd, or no?
For Brutus, as you know, was Ca^/ars angel.

Judge, oh you Gods .' how dearly Cafar lov'd him ;

This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all;

For when the noble Cafar faw him ftab.

Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors arms.

Quite vanquifli'd him : then burft his mighty heart ;

And, in his mantle muffling up his face.

Even at the Bafe oi Pompey's ftatue,

(Which all the while ran blood,) great Cafar fell,

O what a Fall was there, my countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down :

WhilH bloody treafon flourifhM over us.

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel

The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops.
Kind fouls ! what, weep you when you but behold

Our Cafar^s vefture wounded ? look you here !

Here is himfelf, marr'd, as you fee, by traitors.

1 Plei. O piteous fpedladc !

2 P/e&. O noble C^efar t

3 Plebt O woful day !

4 Pleb. O traitors, villains!

1 Pleb. O moil bloody fight !

2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge : about-

feek .burn fire kill flay ! let not

a traitor live.

Ant. Stay, Countrymen
I PUb, Peace there, hear the noble Antony*

2Phh.
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a PM. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll di«

with him.

Jnt. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not flir you up
To fuch a fudden ilodd of mutiny :

They, that have done this deed, are honouable.

What private griefs they have, alas, 1 know not.

That made them doit; they are wife and honourable?

And will, no doubt, with reafons anfwer you.
I come not, friends, to (leal away your hearts ;

I am no Orator, as Brutus is :

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
That love my friend ; and that they know full weU,
That give me publick leave to fpeak of him :

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Adion or utt'ranee, nor the power of fpeech.
To ftir mens blood j I only fpeak right on.

I tell you that, which you yourfelves do know ;

Shew you fweet Cce/ars Wounds, poor, poor, dunvb

mouths.
And bid them fpeak for me. But w«re I Brutus^

And Brutus Antony^ there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of C<efary that fhould move
The flones of Rome to rife and mutiny.

All. We'll mutiny.—-
1 Pleh. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus.

3 Plcb. Away then, come, feek the confplrators.
Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen ; yet hear me fpeak,
AU. Peace, ho, hear Antony^ moft noble Antony.
Atit. Why, Friends, you go to do you knownot what.

Wherein hath C<rfar thus deferv'd your loves ?

Alas, you know not ; I muil tell you then :

You have forgot the Will, I told you of.

All. Moll true—the Will—let's ilay and hear the WilL
Ant. Here is the Will, and under C<^r's feal.

To ev'ry RofT^n Citizen he gives.
To ev'ry feveral man, fev'nty five drachma's/

2 PUb. Moft noble Cafar! we'll revenge his death.

3 Pleb, O royal defar !

Ant. Hear me with patience.
All, Peace, ho !

C AnU
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Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walki.

His private arbors, and new- planted orchards.
On that fide Tiber j he hath left them you.
And to your heirs forever; common pleafurei.

To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelves.

Here was a C^favy when comes fuch another ?

1 Pleb. Never, never ; com«, away, away ;

We'll burn his body in the holy place.

And with the brands fire all the traitors houfes.

1 ake up the body.
2 Pleh. Go fetch fire.

3 Phh. Pluck down benches.

4 Phb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.

\Exeunt Plebeians 'with the body.
Ant. Now let it work : Mifcbief, thou art afoot.

Take thou what courfe thou wilt \—How now, fellow \

Enter a Ser'vant.

Ser. OBa<viui. is already come to Rome.

Ant. Where is he ?

^er. He and Ltpidus are at Cafar'*^ houfe.

Ant. And thither will I flraight, to vifit him ;

He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry.
And in this mood will give us any thing.

Ser. I heard him fay, Brutus and CaJJtus

Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome*
Ant. Belike, they had fome notice of the people,

How I had mov*d them. Bring me to OSianjiui. [Exeunt,
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians.

Cin, I dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Cafar,
And things unluckily charge my fantafie;

I have no will to wander forth of doors ;

Yet fomething leads me forth.

1 Pleb. What is your name ?

2 PUb. Whither are you going ?

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pkb. Are you a married man, or a4jatchelor ?

2 P/eb. Anfwer every man dire^ly.
1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly.

4 Pleb. Ayy and wifely.

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft.

Cin. What is my name ? whither am I going ? whei
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do I dwell ? am I a married man ? or a batchelor? thea

to anfwer every man direftly and briefly, wifely and tru-

ly ; wifely, I fay I am a batchelor.

2 P/ci.That's as much as to fay,they are fools that marryj

you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear ; proceed dire^jr,
Cin. DireAly I am going to Cafar% funeral.

1 Pleh. As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cin. As a friend.

2 Tleh. That matter is anfwercd dirodlly.

4 Pleh. For your dwelling ; briefly.

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.

3 Pleh. Your name. Sir, truly.
'

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.

1 Pleh. Tear him to pieces : he*s a confpiratof .

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet.

4 Pleh. Tear him for his bad verfcs, tear him for Kb
bad verfes.

Cin. I am not Cinna the confpirator.

4 Pleh. It is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck but
his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

^Pkh.TesiT him, tear him j come,brand*, ho,firebrands:

ToBrufuSf to Cajtus; burn all. Some to D^aW houfe.
And fome to CaJca'Sj fome to Ligarius: away, go. ^Exf,

ACT IV.

SCENE, a fmall IJland near Mutina;

Enter Antony, Oftavius, and Lepidus.

Ant. ^TT^HESE many then (hall die, thair names are

J[ prickt.
OB. Your brother too muft die ; confent you, Lepidus?
Lep. I do confent.

Od. Prick him down, Antony.

Lep. Upon condition, Publius fhall not live ;

Who is your filler's fon, Mark Antony.
Ant. He (hall not live ; look, with a fpot, I damn him.

But, LepiduSf go you to C^far'^ houfe j

Fetch the Will hither, and we fliall determine
C 2 Ho^
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How to cut ofF Tome charge in legacies.

lep. What ? fliall I irnd you here ?
^ ^ .

_ . ,

0£i. Or here, or at the Capitol. [_Exit Lepidus.

Ant. This is a flight
unmeritable man,

Meet "to be fent on errands : is it fit,

'The threefold world divided, he fhould ftand

One of the three to Ihare it ?

Oa. So you thought him ?

And took his Voice who (hould be prickt to die,

In our black fentence and profcnption .

Ant. Oaa'vius, I have feen more days than you ;

And though we lay thefe honours on this man.

To eafe ourfelves of divers fland rous loads ;

He ihall but bear them, as the afs bears gold.

To sroan and fweat under thebufineis.

Or led or driven, as we point the way j

And having brought our treafure where we wiH.

Then take we down his load, and turn him off.

Like to the empty afs, to ihake his ears.

And graze in commons.

oJ* You may do your will ;

But he's a trv'd and valiant foldier.

JTt So is my horfe, Oaa-vtus : and, for that,

I do appoint
him Here of

Pjovender.
It is a creature that I teach to fight,

A b^rrenfpirited
fellow, one that feeds

On abied orrs, and imitations ;

Which out of ufe. and ftal'd by other men.

Begin his fafcion. Do not talk of h.m

AfeTe/ybg powe?: ; we muft ftraight make head.

S£rm^r:nSvr^^^^

^o'rLrii'doff.^^-tcatthcftake.
And
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And bary'd about with many enemies ;

And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mifchiefs.
(
Exeunt.

SCENE ie/ore Brutus's Tent, in the Camp near Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers: Titinius

and Pindarus meeting them.

Bru. Stand, ho !

Luc. Give the word, ho! and (land !

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is CaJ/ius near ?

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come
To do you falutation fiom his mailer.

Bru. He greets me well. Your mailer Pir.^iarus,

In his own change, or by ill officers,

Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifh

Things done, undone ; but if he be at hand,
I IhaJl be fatisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt.
Bat that my noble matter will appear,
Such as he is, full of regard and honour.

Bru. He is not doubted. A word Lucilius^" •» •

How he received you, let me be refolv'd.

Luc. With courtefy, and with refpeil enough,
But not with fuch familiar inlbnces.
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference.
As he hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou hall defcrib'd

A hot friend, cooling ; ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to ficken and decay.
It ufeth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith :

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,
Make gallant Ihew and promife of their metal i

But when they Ihould endure the bloody fpur.

They fall their crell, and, like deceitful jades.
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ?

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quartered :

The greater part, the horfe in general.
Are come with CaJ^us. {Loixj march 'within*

Enter Caffius and Soldiers.

Bru. Hark, he isarriv'd ;

March gendy on to meet him.

Caf. Stand, ho ! C 3 Bru.
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JSru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along.
fVithin. Stand f

fFitbin. Stand!

Wiihin. Stand!

Ca/. Moll noble brother, you have done me wrong.
Bru. Judge me, you Gods ! wrong I mine enemies i

And if not fo, how Ihould I wrong a brother ?

Caf. Brutusy this fober form of yours hides wrongs.
And when you do them———

Bru. CaJJiuSy be content,

Speak your griefs fofdy, 1 do know you well.

Before the eyes of both our armies here,

(Which ihould perceive nothing, but love, from us)

Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away j

Then in my Tent, CaJ^us, enlarge your griefs.

And I will give you audience.

Caf. PindaruSf
Bid our commanders lead their charges ofi

A little from this ground.
Bru. Luciliusy do the like ; and let no man

Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference.

Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. [Exeunt
SCENE changes to the infide ^Bfutus^ 7>«/.

Re-enter Brutus and CaCius.

Caf. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this,

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Bella,

Tor taking bribes here of the Sardians j

Wherein, my letter {praying on his fide,

Becaufe I knew the man,) was flighted ofF.

Bru. You wrong'd yourfelf to write in fucl> a osSt^.

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not ix^U

That every nice offence fhould bear its commtnt.

Bru. Yet let me teJl you, CaJJius, you yourfelf

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm ;

To fell, and mart your offices for gold,
Toundefervers.

Caf I an itching palm ?

You know that you are Brutus^ that fpeak this ;

Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Bru. The mimt of CaJJsHs honours this corruption.
And chaftifement doth therefore hide its head.

Caf Chaftifcment ! Bru
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Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember !

Did not great Julius bleed for juftice fake ?

What villain touch'd his body, that did ftab.

And not for juftice ? what ihall one of us,

That ftruck the foremoll man of all this world.

But for fupporting robbers ; fhall we now
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

And fell the mighty Tpace of our large honours

For fo much tralh, as may be grafped thus ?———
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon.
Than fuch a Roman.

Caf. Brutus, bay not me,
I'll not endure it j you forget yourfelf.
To hedge me in ; I am a foldier, I,

Older in pradice, abler than yourfelf ^
To make conditions.

Bru. Go to J you are not Cajftus,

Caf. I am.

Bru. I fay you are not.

Caf. Urge me no more, I (hall forget myfelf——
Have mind upon your health— tempt me no farther,

Bru. Away, flight man.

Caf Is'tpoflible
Bru. Hear me, for I -will fpeak.

Muft I give way and room to your rafti choler ?

Shall I be frighted, when a mad man ftares ?

Caf O Gods ! ye Gods ! muft I endure all this ?

Bru. All this ! ay more. Fret, till your proud heart brc*k ;

Go fhew your flaves how choleric you are,
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ?

Muft I obferve you .? muft I ftand and crouch
Under your tefty Humour ? by the Gods,
You ftiall digeft the venom of your fpleen,
Tho* it do fplit yoa. For, from this day forth,
I'll ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter.
When you are wafpilh.

Caf. Is it come to this ?

Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier ;

Let it appear fo ; make your Vaunting true.
And it (hall pleafe me well. For mine own part,
I fhall be glad to learn of noble men,

C 4 Caf
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Caf. You wrongme t\txy way—you wrong me, Brufujy
I faid, an elder foldier j not a better.

Td'id I fay, better ?

Bru. If you did, I cs^re nof. [me.
Caf. When Cafar liv'd, he durft not thus have mov'd
Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him.

Caf. I durll not !

Bru. No.

Caf. What ? durft not tempt him ?

Bru. For your life you durll not.

Caf. Do nor jKefume too much upon my love;
I may do that I fhall be 7orry for.

Bru. You have done that, yoa Ihould be (orry for.

There is no terror, Caffiusy in your threats \.

For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honefty,
Tljat they pafs by me, as the idle wind.
Which 1 refpeft not. I did fend to you
For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me;
For f can raife no money by vile means j

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart.
And deep my blood for drachma's, than to wring
From the hard hands of peafacts their vile trafh,

Ky any indiredion. I did fend

'Jo you for gold to pay my legions,
Which you denied me ; was that done like Ca£tus ^
Should I have anfwer'd Caius Coffius fo ?

When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends.

Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,

ITafh him to pieces !

Caf. I deny'd you not.

Bru. You did.

Caf. I did not he was but a fool, [heart.

That brought my anfwer back.— Brutus hath riv'd my
A friend ihould bear a friend's infirmities.

But Brutis makes mine greater than they are.

Biu. I do not, till you pradtife them on me.

Caf. You love me not.

Bru. I do not like your faults.

Caf A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.

Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear
h% huge as high Olympus,

Cou
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Caf. Come, Antony, and young OSlavius, come ;

Hevenge yourfelves alone on CaJJius,

For CaJJius is a-weary of the world ;

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ;

Check'd like a bondman ; all his ftiults obferv'd ;

Set in a note book, learn'd and conn'd by rote.

To caft into my teeth. O I could weep
My fpiritfrom mine eyes'—'—There is my dagger.
And here my naked breaft—— within, a heart;

Dearer than Pilaus' Mine, richer than gold :

If that thou beell a Rcman^ take it forth.

I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart ;

Strike, as thoudidll at Ca-far; for 1 know,
When thou didll hate him worft, thou lov'dll him better

Than ever thou lovd'ft CaJJius.

Bru. Sheath your dagger ;

Be angry when you will, it fliall have fcope ;

-Do what you will, difhonour fliall be humour.
O Cajpus, you are yoked with a Lamb,
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire;

Who, much enforced, (hews ahafty fpark,
And llraightis cold again.

Caf. Hath Cajius Itv'd

To be but mirtli and laughter to his Brutusy
When grief and blood ill-temperMvexeth him ?

Bru. When I fpokethat, I was ill-temper'd too.

Caf. Do you confefs fo much ? give me your hand .

Bru. And my heart too. \^Emhracing,

Caf O Brutus i

Bru. VV hat's the matter ?

Caf Have you not love enough to bear with me.
When that rafli humour, which my mother gave me.
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Caffjus, and from henceforth

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus,
He'll chink your mother chides, and leave you ^o.

[^A noife nvitfnr/.

Poet. HKtthin. \,tt me go in to fee the Generals j

There is fome grudge between theai , 'tis not meet

They be alone.

/.«:. 'n^ttbin, Yoa fhall not come to them.
C 5 Ptit,
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Pott iviihin. Nothing but death (hall ftay mr.

Enter Poet.

Caf. How now ? what's the matter ?

Poet. For (hame, you Generals, what do you mean?
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men ihould be ;

For I have feen more years, I'm fure, than ye.

Caf. Ha ha—how vilely doth this Cynick rhime ?

Bru. Get you hence, firrah ; faucy fellow, hence.

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus^ *tis hib falhion.

Bru. rU know his humour, when he knows his tin%e ;

What (hould the Wars do with thefe jingling fools I

Companion, hence.

Caf. Away, away, be gone. \_Exit Poet.

Enter Lucilius, fl»</Titinius-

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders

Prepare to lodge their companies to night.

Caf. And come yourfelves, and bring Meja/a with you
Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius attdTklmus^

Bru, Lucius, a bowl of wine.

Caf. I did not think, you could have been fo angry.
Bru. O Cajius, I am lick of many Griefs.

Caf. Of your philofophy you make no ufe.

Ifyou give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears forrovv better——Pemfi's dead.

Caf.H3ilPorcia.^
Bru. She is dead.

How 'fcap'd I killing, when I croJi you fo ?

(upportable and touching lofs I

Upon what ficknefs ?

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ;

And grief, that young OSiavius with Mark Antony
Have made themfelves fo Itrong : (for with her death
That tidings came.) With this (lie fell diftra<^.

And (her attendants abfent) fwallowM fire.

C^j/ Anddy'dfo?
Bru. Even fo.

Caf, O ye immortal Gods f

Enter Boy lAjith Wine and Tapers,
Bru. Speak no more of her : giveme a bowl of wine.

In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [Drinks,
Caf. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge*

Fi^, Lucius, 'till the wine o*er-fwcll the cup ; I can-

Caf.
Oinuip
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I cannot drink too much of Brutus^ love.

Bru. Come in, Titiniusi—welcome, good Mtffala^
Enter Titinius, and MefTala.

Now fit we clofe about this taper here.
And call in quell ion our necefficies.

Caf. Oh Porcta! art thou gone?
Bru. No more, I pray you———

MeJ/ala, I have here received letters.

That young O^a'vius, and MarA Antony ,

Come down upon us with a mighty Power,

Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi.

Mef. Myfelf have letters of the felf-fame tenor.

Bru. With what addition ?

Mef. That by Profcription and bills of Outlawry,
OtSa'vius, Antonjt and Lepidus
Have put to death an hundred Senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ;

Mine fpeakof fev'nty Senators, that dy'd

By their Profcription s, Cicero being one.

Caf. Cicero one?————
Mef. Cicero is dead ; and by that order of profcriptloj*.

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?

Bru. No, Mejfala.

Mef Nor nothing in yoar letters writ of her ?

Bru. Nothing, Mejfala.

Mef. That, methinks, is ilrange.
Bru. Why afk you? hear you ought of her in yoar« ?

Mef No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true;

Mef Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell ;

For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner.

Bru. Why, farewel Porcia we muft die, Mejfala,
With meditating that Ihe muft die once,
1 have the patience to endure it now.

Mef Ev'n fo great men great lofles Ihould endure.

Caf I have as much of this in art as you.
But yet my nature could not bear it fo.

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you thiak
Ofmarching to Philippi prefently ?

Caf I do not think it good,
Bru. Your reafon?

C^/. Thisius; 'T»
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'Tis better that the enemy feck U5 ;

So fhall he wafte his mean?, weary his foldierf.

Doing himfclf offence ; whilft we, lying fliij.

Are full of reft, deferce and nimblenefj.

Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better^

The people, 'twixt Phii'ippi and this ground.
Do ftawi but in a forc'd affeiiion;

For they have grcdgM as contribution.

The enemy, marching along by them,
fiy them ihaW make a fuller number up;
Come on refrefht, new added, and

encouraged :

From which advantage (hall we cat him off.

If at Phihppi we do face him there,

Thd'e people at our back.

Caf. Hear me, good brother—
Bru. Under your pardon. You muft note bcfidc.

That we have try*d the utmoft of our friends;

Our legions are brim-full, our ciufe is ripe %.

The enemy increafeih every day.

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide m the affairs of men,

Which, taken at the iood, leads on to fortanej

Omit:ed, all the vojage of their life

is bound in (hallows, ard in miferies.

On fuch a full fea are we now a- float :

And we muil take the current when it fcrves.

Or lofe our ventures.

Caf. Then, with your will, goon: We will along
Ourfelves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk.

And nature muft obey ncceflity ; :

Which we will niggard with a little reft-

There is no more to fa/.

Caf. No more ; good night ;

Early to-morrow will we r»f"e, ar>d hence.

Enter Lucius.

Bru. Lucius, my gown; farewel, good Mejfalai

Goodnight, Titinms : Noble, noble Ctf^«i,

Good night, and good repofe.

Ciif. O my dear brctner !

This was au ill beginr.ing of the night
t

TsTevercome fuch divilioa 'tween our fouls;

Let it not, Btutui! Ent.
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Enter Lacius nvitb the ga^n.
Bru. Ev'ry thing is well.

Tit. Mejfa. Good night, lord Brutus,

Bru. Farewd, every one. {^Exeunt,
Give me the gown. Where is thy inftrument ?

Luc. Here, in the tent.

Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ?

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art o'cr-watch'd.
Call Claudius^ and feme other ofmy men ;

ril have then deep on cafhions in ray tent.

Luc. FarrOf and Claudius '.

Enter Varro and Claudiuj.

Var. Calls my lord ?

Bru. I prny you, Sirs, lie in my tent; and fleep;
Jt may be, i ihall raife you by and by.
On bufinefi to my brother CaJJtus.

Far.So pleafe you,wewillftand and watch yourpleafure.
Bru. I wiil not have it (o ; lie down, good Sirs :

Jt may be, I ftiall otherwife bethink me.

Look, Lucius, here's the book I ("ought for fo;

I put it in the pocket of my gown.
Luc. I was fare your lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetfuU

Can ft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while.

And teach thy inllrument, a ftrain or two?

Lu. Ay, my Lord, an't pleafe you.
Bru. It dees, my boy;

I trouble thee too much, but ihou'art wiUing.
Luc. It is my duty, Sir.

Bru, I fhould not urge thy duty pad thy might;
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft.

Luc. I have flept, my Lord, already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou fhalt fteep again ;

I will not hold thee long. If I do live,

I will be good to thee. [Mu/ck and a Song^
This is a fleepy tune O murd'rous flu.-nber !

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,
Tha: plays thee mufick ? gentle knave, good nighti
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thte.

li thou dofl nod, thou bre?.k*ll ihy inftrument,

1*11 take Jt from thee; and, g^od boy good rj'ght.

But let me fee— is not the leaf turu'd down. Where
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Where I left reading ? here it is, I think.

\_HeJits donun t» read.

Enter the Gboft e/^Caefar.
How ill this taper burns ! ha ! who comes here ?

I think it is the weakncfs of mine eyes.
That Ihapes this monftrous apparition !

It comes upon me Art thou anything?
Art thou feme god, feme angel, or fome devil.

That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to ftare ?

Speak to me, what thou art.

Ghofl. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus.

Bru. Why com'ft thou ?

Ghojl. To tell thee, thou (halt fee me at Philippi.
Bru. Then, I ihall fee thee again—
Gboft. Ay, at Philippi. \_Exit Ghoii
Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then.——

Now I have taken heart, thou vanilheft :

111 Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy! Lucius I Varrol Claudius! Sirs! awake!
Claudius f

Luc. The ftrings, my lord, are falfe.

Bru. He thinks, he ilill is at his inftrument.

Lucius ! awake.
Luc. My lord I

Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo criedft out?

Luc. My lord, I do not know that 1 did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thou didft ; didft thou fee any thing?
Luc. Nothing, my lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius ; firrah, Claudius, fellow !

Varro! awake.

Var. My lord !

Clau. My lord \

Bru. Why did you fo cry out, Sirs, in your fleep ?

Both. Did we, my lord ?

Bru. Ay, faw you any thing ?

Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing.
Clau. Nor 1, my lord.

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother CaJ/lusi

Bid him fet on his Pow'rs betimis before.

And we will follow.

Both. It ihall be done, my lord. {Exiunt.ACT
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A C T V.

SCENE, fhe Fields ^/ PhilippI, whb
the two Carres.

Enter Odavius, Antony, and their Jrmy»

OBa» ''VT ^ ^» ^ntony^ our hopes are anfwered.

Jl^ You faid, the enemy would not come dowa^
But keep the hills and upper regions;
It proves not fo ; their batdes are at hand.

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,

Anfwering, before we do demand of them.

Ant. Tut, I am in their boforas, and I know
Wherefore they do it j they could be content

To vifit other places, and come down
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face.

To fallen in our thoughts that they have courage.
But 'tis not fo. Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Prepare you. Generals;
The enemy comes on in gallant fhew ;

Their bloody fign of battle is hung out.

And fomethirg to be done immediately.
Ant. OSlaviuii lead your battel foftly on.

Upon the left hand of the even field.

OBa. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.

Ant. Why do
) oa crofs me in this exigent ?

Oda. I do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. \March»
Drum. £«/fr Brutus, Caffius, and their army.
Bru. They Hand, and would have parley.

Caf. Stand fall, Titinius, we mull out and talk.

Ocla. MarA Antony, fiiall we give fign of battle ?

Ant. No, Cafary we will anfwer on their charge.
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words.

OBa. Stir not until the fignal.
Bru. Words before blows : Is it fo, Countrymen ?

OBa. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bru. Good words are better than badftrokes, Qda'vlus,

AnU
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Ant. In your bad flrokes, Brutus y you give good words,

Witnefs the hole you made in Cafar'z heart.

Crying,
*•

long live! hail, Cajar.

Caf. Antony^
The poilure of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your Words, they rob the Hybla bees.

And leave them honeylefs.
Ant. Not ftinglefs too.

Bru. O yes, and foundlcfs too :

For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony ;

Aid very wifely threat, before you fting.
Ant. Villains ! you did not fo, when your vile daggers

Hack'd one another in the fides of C/«^/ar.

You fhew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds^
Andbow'd like bond-men, kifling Car/ar'sketi
Whilfl damned Ca/ca, like a cur behind.

Struck de/ar on the neck. O flatterers !

Caf. Flitterers! now Brutus thank yonrfcif;
This tongue had not offended foto day,
If Cajfitis might have rui'd.

Oaa. Come, come, thecaufe, ifarguing make us fweat.
The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Behold, I draw a fwordagainftconfpirators ;

When think you, that the fword goes up again ?

Never, 'till C<r/^r's three and twenty wounds
Be well avengM ; or 'till another Cafar
Have added Slaughter to the fword of traitors.

Bru. Cafar-y thou canfl not die by traitors' hands^
Unlefs t}K>u bring'll them with thee.

O^a. So I hope ;

I was not born to die on Brutus'" fword.

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy Strain,

Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable.

Caf. A peevifh fchool-boy, worthkfs of fuch honour,

Join'd wiih a masker and a reveller.

Ant. OldCaJfiusikWW
0^«. Come, Antony, ^-^'AY'r

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in our teeth :

Jf you dure fight to day, come to the field f

If not, when you have flomachs,

[^Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and Army.
CaJ,
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Caf. Why, now blow wind, fvvell billow, and fwim bark f

The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Luciliusy hark, a word with you.

[Lucilius and ^U'S^l^.Jiandforth.
Luc. My lord. [Brutus^^«Xj«/i2r/ /o Lucilius.

Caf. Meffala.

Mef What fays my General ?

Caf. Mefala,
This is my birth- day ; as this very day
Was CaJJius born. Give me thy hand, Meffala j

Be thou ray witnefs, that againft my will.

As Pompej was, am I compeird to fet

Upon one battel ail our liberties.

You know, that I held Epiairus itrong,
And his opinion ; now 1 change my mind;
And partly credit things, that do prefage.

Coming from Sardis^ on our foremoft enfign
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd ;

Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands.
Who to Philippi here confortcd us :

This Morning are they fled away and gone,
And, in their lleads, do ravens, crows and kites

Fly o'er our heads ; and downward look on us.

As we were fickly prey j their (hadows feem
A canopy moft fatal, under which
Our army lies ready to give the ghoft,
Mef Believe not fo.

Caf. I but believe it partly ;

For I am frefli of fpirit, and refolv'd

To meet all peril, very conllantly.
Bru. Even fo, Lucilius.

Caf Now, moll noble Brutusy
The Gods to-day (land friendly; that we may»
1 overs in peace, lead on our days to age !

But f.nceth' affairs of men reft Itill incertain.
Let's reafon with the worll that may befal.

If we lofe this battel, then is this

The very laft time we Ihall fpeak together.
What are you then determined to do ?

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that Philofophy,
^y which I did blame CatOy for the death

W'hich he did give himfelf ; 1 know not howi Bat
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But I do find it cowardly, and vile,

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent
The time of life, arming myfelf with Patience,
To ftay the providence of fomc high powers.
That govern us below.

Caf. Then if we lofe this battel,
You are contented to be led in triumph
Through the ftreets of Rome.

Bru. No, CaJJius, no ; think not, thou noble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rom^ ;

He bears too great a mind. But this fame day
Muft end that Work, the Ides of March begun j

And, whether we Ihall meet again, I know not ;

Therefore our everlafting farewel take ;

For ever, and for ever, farewel, Cajpus!
If we do meet again, why, we (hall fmlle ;

If not, why, then this parting was well made.

Caf For ever, and for ever, farewel Brutus!
If we do meet again, we'll fmiie indeed ;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.
Bru. Why then, lead on. O that a man might know

The end of this day's bufinefs ere it come I

But it fufficcth, that the day will end ;

And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. {^Exeuitt,

Alarm. Enter Brutus and Meffala.

Bru. Ride, ride, Mejfala ; ride, and give thefe bills

Unto the Legions, on the other fide. \ljoud Alarm,

Let them fet on at once ; for I perceive
But cold demeanour in OSlavius' wing;
And fudden Pu(h gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Mejfala ; let them all come down. [Exeunt.
Alarm. Enter Caffius and Titinius.

Caf O look, Titinius, look, the villains fly I

Myfelf have to mine own turn'd enemy;
This enfign here of mine was turning back,
I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

Tit. O Cajfus, BrutHs gave the word too early ;

Who having fome advantage on Oila<viusy

Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,

Whilft we by Antony were all inclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Fin. Fly further oiF, my lord, fly further off; Mark
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Mark Antony is in your Tents, my lord ;

Fly therefore, noble Ca^ust fly far off. •

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titiniuit

Are thofe my Tents, where 1 perceive the£re?

Tit. They are, my lord.

Caf. Titinius, if thou lov'ft me.
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,
Till he may have brought thee up to yonder troops.
And here again ; that I may reft affur'd.

Whether your troops are friend or eijemy.
Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [Emt»
Caf. Go, PindariiSy get higher on that hill.

My fight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou noteft about the field.

This day I breathed firfti time is come round ;

And where I did begin, there (hall I end ;

My life is run its compafs. Now, what News I

Find. [Jiofu'.l Oh, my lord!

Ca/. What news ?

, Find. Titim'us is inclofed round about
With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur ;

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him ;

Titinius! pow fome ^ght——oh, he lights too-—'

He's ta'en and hark, they fhout for joy. \Sb9uU
Caf. Come down, behold no more ;

Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long,
To fee my bell friend ta'en before my Face I

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah j

In Parthia did I take thee prifoner ;

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life.

That whatfoever I did bid thee do.
Thou fhouldft attempt it. Come, now keep thine oatli»

Now be a freeman ; and with this good fword.
That ran through Cafars bowels, fearch this bofom.
Stand not to anfwer ; here, take thou the hilt :

And when my Face is cover'd, as 'tis now.
Guide thou the fword Cafar^ thou art reveng'd,
Ev'n with the fword that kill'd thee. {Kills himftlf.

Find. So, I am free; yet would not fo have been,
Durft 1 have done my Will. Oh Caffiuil

Far
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Far from this country, Plndarus fhall run.
Where never Roman fhall take note of h im.

[ F.t//.

Enter Titiniu? and Meitila.

Mef. It is but Change, Titinius ; for Ocia^jita
Is overthrown by noble i»V-w/'aj' power,
As CaJJius legions are by Antony.

^it. Thefe tidings will well comfort Ccjfms.
Mef. Where did you leave him?
Tit. All difconfolate.

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill^

MeJ. Is not that he thax lies upon the ground ?

Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart ?

Mef. Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Mejfala\
But Caffius is no more ! Oh, fetting Sun f

As in thy red rays thou doit fink to night.
So in his red blood CaJ/jus* day is fet ;

The Sun o^ Rome is fet! our day is gonej
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done,
MiftruH of my fuccefs hath done this deed.

Mef. Mii^ruft of good i'accefs hath done this deed.

Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child I

Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? Error foon conceiv'd.

Thou never com'fl unto a happy birth.

But kill'ft the mother that -sngender'd thee.

Tit. What, Pindarus? \t^here art thou, Pindarus T

Mef Seek him, Titiniu^ ; whilft I go to n^.eet

The noble Brutus, thrufting this report

Into his Ears; I may fay, thrufting it ;

For piercing ftcel, and darts invenomed.

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,

As tidings of this fight.

Tit. Hie you, Meffala.

And I will feek for Pindarus the while. {Exit Mcfi*.

Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffius /

Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they
Put on my Brows this wreath of vidory.

And bid me give it thee? didft thou not hear their fhouts^

Alas, thou haft mifconftrued ev'ry thing.

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow.

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee j and X Will
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Will do his bidding. Brutus^ come apace;
And fee how I regarded Caius CaJJius.

By your leave, Gods This is a Roman''s part.

IStabs himfelf.
Come, CaJJius"" fvvord, and find Titinius heart. {Dies*

Alarum, Enter Brutus, MefTala. young Cato, Strato,

Volumnius, avd Lucilius,

Bru. Where, where, Me/Jala^ doth his body lie ?

Mef. Lo, yonder, and fitinius mourning it.

Bru. Titimui face is upward.
Cato. He is flain.

Bru. Oh Julius C^far^ thou art mighty yet ?

Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords

In our own proper entrails. {Loiv alarums,
Cato. Bra.VQ Tztinius f

Look, if he have not crown'd dead CaJJius!
Bru. Are yet two Romans living, fuch as thefe ?

Thou laft of all the Romans! fare thee well;
Jt is impoflible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears

To this dead man, than you Ihall fee me pay,
I (hall find time, CaJJius^ I (hall find time

Come, therefore, and to Thajfos fend his body :

His funeral fhall not be in our Camp,
Left it difcomfort us. Lucilius, come;
And come, young CatOt let us to the field.

Lal)io^ and Fla'vius, fet our battels on.

'Tis three 6' clock ; and Romans, yet ere night
We fhall try fortune in a fecond fight. {Exeunt.

Alarum. J?«/^r Brutus, MefTala, Cato, Luciliusy
and Flavius.

Bru. Yet, Countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads.
Cato. What baftard doth not? who will go with me?

I will proclaim my name about the field.

I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho I

A foe to tyrants, and my Country's friend.

I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho I

Enter Soldiers andfght.
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ;

Brutus, my Country's friend ; know me for Brutus. {Exit.
Luc, Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down ?

Why, now thou dieft as bravely as Titinius; And
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And may'ft be honour'd, being Cato's Son.

So/d. Yield, or thou dieft.

Luc. Only I yield to die ;

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ilraight ;

Kill Bruius, and be honour'd in his death.

So/ii. We muft not. A noble Prifoncr !

Efifer Antony.
2 Sold. Room, ho! tell Antonjy Brutus is ta'en.

T Bold. I'll tell the new?, here comes the General :

"Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord.

Jnt. Where is he ?

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is fafe enough.
I dare affure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus:

The Gods defend him from fo great a fliame !

When you do find hija or alive, or dead.

He will be found like Bruius, like himfelf.

Ant. This is not Brutus^ friend, b«it I affijpc

A prize no lefs in worth ; keep this man fafe.

Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on.

And fee if Brutus be alive or dead ;

And. bring us word unto OSavius Tent,
How z\txy thing is chanc'd. \Exeunt,
£»/^r Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato<7«</Volumnius.

Bru. Come, poor Remains of friends, reft on this rock,

Qli. Statilius (hewM the torched light ; but, my Lord,

He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus j flaying is the word ;

It is a deed in falhion. Hark thee, Clitus— [Whifpering,

Cli. What I, my Lord ? no, not for all the world.

Bru. Peace then, no words.

Cli. I'll rather kill myfelf.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius !

Dar. I do fuch a deed?

Cli. Oh Dardanius!

Dar. Oh Clitus f

Cli. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee?

Dar. To kill him, Clituj: look, he meditates.

Cli. Now is that noble VefTel full of grief.

That it runs over even at his eyes.
Bru.
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Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius ; lift a word.
Vol. What fays my Lord ?

Bru . Why, this, Volumnius ;

TheGhoft oiCafar hath appear'd to me
Two feveral times by night ; at Sardis, once ;

And, this laft night, here in Pbilippi fields.

I know, ray hour is come.

Vol. Not fo, my Lord.

Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius,

Thou feeft the World , Volumnius^ how it goes ;

Our Enemies have beat us to the pit : [Jlcruat,
It is more worthy to leap in ourfelves,

Than tarry, till they pu(h us. Good Volumnius,

Thou know' ft, that we two went to fchool together ;

Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee.
Hold thou my fword's hilt, while I run on it.

Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my Lord.

l^Jlarutn JiilL
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord ; there is no tarrying here.

Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you Velumniut.

Strata, thou haft been all this while afleep;
Farewel to thee too, Strato.— Countrymen,

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,

I found no man, but he was true to me.
I (hall have Glory by this lofing day.
More than O^a^vius, and Mark Antony,

By this vile Conqueft (hall attain unto.

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus'' tongue
Hath almoft ended his life's hiftory.

Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reft.

That have but laboured to attain this hour.

\^
Alarum. Cry nvithiny fly, fl/» fly.

Cli. Fly, my Lord, fly.

Bru. Hence ; I will follow thee.

I pr'ythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord ;

Thou art a fellow of a good refped ;

Thy life hath had fome i'match of honour in't.

Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face.

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?

Stra. Give me your hand firft fare you well, my
Lord.

Bru.



ji Julius C ^ s a r.

Bru. Farewel, good Strata \
—

C^far, now be IKII ;.

I kiird not thee with halffo good a will.

\He rnns on his pwordy and dies.

Alarum. Retre-at. fz?/^r Antony, Odavius, MeiTala,
Lucilius, and the Army.

Oaa. What Man is that ?

Mef. My Mafter's Man. Strato, where is thy Mailer f

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Mejfala j

The Conqu'rors can but make a fire of him :

For Briiius only overcame himfelf j

And no man elle hath honour by his death- .

Luc So 5r«/aj (hould be found . I thank thec, 5ra/)//,
That thoQ haft prbv'd Lucilius' Saying true.

Oiia. All that l«rv'd Brutus, I will entertain them.

Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me ?

Stra. Ay, if Mtjfala will prefer mc to you*
Oaa. Do fo, good Mt£ala.

Mef. How died my Lord, Strata?

Stra. I held the fword, and he did run on it.

Me/. Oaa'vius, then take him to follow thee,

That did the lateft fervice to my Mafter.

Aut. This was the nobleft Roman (A l)\tm all :

All the Confpirators, fave only he.

Did that they did in envy of great Cafar :

He, only, in a general honeft thought.
And common Good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle, and the elements

So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up.
And fay to all the World ;

' This was a Man !

03a. According to his virtue let us ufe him ;

W^th ail refpeft, and rites of burial.

Within my Tent his bones to night (hall lye,

Moft like a Soldier, order'd honourably-
So call the f.eld to Reft ; and let's away.
To part the Glories of this happy day^ \Exeuut omnes.

FINIS.
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